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The Tragedie 

✓ W ere red hotte fteele to feare roc to the bratnc. 

Annotated let rnc with deadly poyfon, 

And die, ere men can fay, God faue the Queene. 

Sl}?> Alaspootcfoule./enuie not thy glory. 

To feede my humor, wifh thy fclfe no harrae. 

Dut.Glo, N6,when he that is my husband now. 

Came tome as I followed Henries courfc, 

W hen fcarce the blood was well wafhc from his hands. 
Which ifliied from my other angel husband, 

And that dead faint, which then / weeping followed, 

% O, when / fay, /lookt on Richards face, 

This was my wifh, be thou quoth /accurft. 

For making me fo yong,fo oidawidow. 

And when thou wedft, let forrow haunt thy bed, 

And be thy wife, if any befobadde 
As miferable by the death ofthee. 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death, 

Loe,euen I can repeate this curfcagaine, 

Euen in fo fhort a fpace, my womans heart 
Crolly grew captiue to his hony words. 

And prou’d the fubfe&s of my owne foules curfe. 

Which eucr fince hath kept my eyes from fleepe. 

For neuer y et,ont Houre in His bed, 

Haue I enioyed the gulden deaw of fleepe, 

ButhaUc bene waked by his timerdus dreames* 

Behdeijhe hates me for my father Warwicke, ' 

And will fhoitly be rid of me. 

Alaspoore foule, I pittie thy complaints, 

DutGlo , ' No more the from ray foule / moui tie foryours, 
£ht. Farewell, thou wofull welcomer ofglorie, 

Dat.G/o. A duepoorefoulcsihoutakft thy leaueofit. 
Du.T or.Ge thou to Richmod , 5 c good fortune guide thefi* 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou to fan£tuarie,good thoughts poflefle thee, 

I to my graue where peace and reft lie with me, 

Eightic odde ycates offorrow haue I fecne, 

And each hourcs ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene. 

7 b 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22316) LONDON 


onaHHaMTHoHird: 


Tbt Trumpets fowl Enter Richard crowned, Bucking* 
bam, Catetby, with other N obles. 

Km. S,,nJainpa«.C.f C nofBucHn;h.m ^ , 

G.ue me thy hand : Hert h [ *> cen4tt * 

Thus high by thy adnice throne. 

And thy afliftance is king Richard feattd : 

But fhall we weare thefe honors for a day i 
Or fhall they laft,and wcrcioycem them ? 

Bus. Still Hue they.and for euer may they latt, 

Ktn.Ri, O Buckingham, now I do play the touch, 

To trie if thou be currant gold indeed : 

Yong Edward hues : thinke now what I would lay. 

Bhc. Say on my gratious foucraigne. ‘ 

King. Why Buckingham, 1 fay 1 would be king. 

Bhc. Why fo you are my thrice renowmed liege. 

King, Ha : am I king? tisfo, but Edward hues. 

Bhc, True noble Prince, 

King, O birter confecjuence. 

That Edward ftill fhould liue true noble Prince* 

Cofen, thou wert not wont to be fo dull : 

Shall I be plaine ? I wifh thebaftards dead, 

And I would haue it fuddenly performde. 

What faift thou i fpeake fuddenly, be briefe* 

Bhc. Your Grace may do your pleafure. 

King. Totjtut, thou artall yce, thy kiodoellefreezeth. 

Say , haue I thy confent that they fhall die i 
Bhc. Giue me fome breath, fome litle paule my Lord, 
Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein: 

I will refolue your Grace immediatly. 

• Cat, The king is angry, fee,he bites the lip. 

King. I will conuerfe with iron witted fooles. 

And vnrefpe Aiue boy es, none ate for me 
That looke into me with confiderate ey es : 

Boy,high reaching Buckingham growes c\rcumfpe£L 
Boy, Lord, 

King. Knowft cbou aot any whom corrupting gold 

Would 


